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We have been obliged to issue a 
THIRD EDITION 


of the greatest summer book ever publishec' 
namely: 


PUCK ON WHEELS, 


No. 2, for /88/, 


Which is a book so full of illustrations that there 
is no place in it where you can open it without com- 
ing across some gem of art, 

This announcement causes us great pain, but as 
it assures the happiness of many thousands of 
readers, and is, moreover, true, we make it, and 
wish that it should not be forgotten. 

Price, Twenty-five Cents. 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 
UR good President, although he has had 
two or three dangerous relapses, still 
makes, at the time of our going to press, 
fair progress towards recovery. And yet he has 
had much to contend with, Not only from the 
severity of the injury and a multiplicity of doc- 
tors, but also from the poisonous atmosphere 
which at all seasons of the year envelopes the 
White House. ‘There can be no question that 
this building is on a most unhealthy site, and it 
says much for the constitution of our several 
presidents who have lived in it, that fewer have 
not been carried off prematurely, ‘That part 
of the Potomac that flows through the city of 
Washington, is little better than an open sewer, 
and the Executive Mansion gets more than its 
full share of the noisome and unhealthy exhala- 
tions which come from it. 








We know that there is a great deal of non- 
sense talked about malaria. It covers a vast 
number of ailments. If people suffer from 
overeating, it is put down to malaria. Dyspep- 
sia goes to the credit of malaria; dipsomania is 
frequently euphemistically styled malaria—in- 
deed it is a wonder that President Garfield’s 
severe wound from a pistol-bullet has not also 
been attributed to malaria. While we do not, as 
does our esteemed contemporary, the Herald, 
pretend to know quite as much about medicine, 
surgery, and hygiene as duly qualified medical 
practitioners, we yet venture to express an 
opinion that the President’s recovery is much 
retarded by his remaining in the White House 
while the overshadowing demon of malaria 
hovers over the edifice. 

* 


In his present condition his removal to a 
healthier region would, of course, be attended 
with much risk; but if he were out of the Wash- 
ington atmosphere we should be much more 
hopeful about his speedy restoration to health. 
President Garfield is such a magnificent speci- 
men of humanity that it takes even more than 
bullets and malaria to kill him—the builet hap- 
pily so far has not done so, neither will the 
malaria: though he would have been better with- 
out either. One thing is very certain, that 
until, especially at this time of year, the Presi- 
dent is miles away from Washington, we shall 
consider him in no little danger. The wound 
may heal, but in the patient’s necessarily weak 
state all his remaining strength and vitality will 
be put to the test in battling with the insidious 
disease called malaria, which secures its victims 
slowly but surely in its dread embrace. 


* 
* * 


There are as many fashions in schools of 
medicine and curatives as there are in Parisian 
styles of women’s dress. No matter how wild 
the theory or system may be—no matter how 
much opposed to common sense — some noodles 
will be found who will be prepared to swear by 
the new system, and to follow it to the death— 
and death it very often is. The brutal attack 
on the President has given a number of the 
professors of the newest doctrines an oppor- 
tunity of advocating certain treatment. Some 
of the recommendations were positively gro- 
tesque in their absurdity; and yet we do not 
doubt that there are many people who believe 
that every other method but the new one pro- 
posed was wrong. It says very little for the pro- 
gress of the science of medicine that there 
should be so much uncertainty about it. Were 
two doctors ever known to agree absolutely on 


any point? 
* 
* * 


For ourselves, we have not a profound belief 
in homeopathy. And yet Hahnemann, its 
founder, cannot with justice be called an im- 
postor; and thousands of intelligent people 
enjoy themselves in taking frequent doses of 
pellets and globules, and look down with un- 
disguised contempt on the ‘ regular ”’ practi- 
tioner, and on those who allow themselves to 
be treated by him. There are, likewise, many 
worthy persons who have profound faith in pa- 
tent medicines. ‘The consumption of these 
nostrums is not, as is generally supposed, con- 
fined to the poorer and ignorant classes, Ra- 
tional men and women—rational on every 
subject but this—scan with eagle eye the adver- 
tising columns of the newspapers, and buy 
and use the latest thing in medicines—the big- 


ger the advertisement, the more they buy of it. 


Advertising must pay the manufacturers of 
these compounds, or how could such enormous 
fortunes be accumulated out of them? 


* 
* * 


The consumer expends two or three dollars 
for something, the actual value of which is 





not as many cents. We have no desire to keep 
up the conventional joke about all doctors 
being licensed murderers; but it is very cer- 
tain that there is more quackery in this country 
than in any other. We have too many doctors 
and too many quacks, and Americans are pro- 
verbially too busy to take the trouble to find 
out if the medical men they employ are worthy 
of confidence. America suffers from a multi- 
plicity of medical colleges, three-fourths of 
which ought to be abolished. At many of 
these Western institutions it is as easy to get a 
diploma—and not a bogus one, either—as it 
is to get your boots blacked. Half-a-dozen 
frame shanties form a city, and one of the 
shanties is called a medical college, with a full 
staff of professors. 


* 
* 


A staff of professors professing every branch 
of medical science, heard and unheard of. 
These gentlemen, and the graduates they train, 
are frequently very ignorant men, and they do 
much to lessen the respect for the profession. 
It is far too easy a matter to become a doc- 
tor. Theoretically it is a noble calling, and 
the path to it ought to be beset with difficulties. 
There should be a few well-equipped colleges 
in different parts of the country, and all the 
“‘ Blanche, Tray, and Sweetheart” ones ought 
to be ruthlessly wiped out of existence. Stu- 
dents should not be admitted without a rigid 
examination to prove the possession of culture, 
and sufficient training to enable them to benefit 
to the fullest extent by the instruction they seek. 
At present, M. D.s, in every State of the Union, 
are as plentiful as blackberries, and many of 
the men who bear the title are about as worthy 
of it as some of Superintendent Coleman’s 
street-sweepers. No wonder quacks flourish 
when there is often so little difference between 
them, and those who are not technically quacks, 

* 


The sea serpent has not, so far, this season 
shown itself at Coney Island, but some imagin- 
ative individuals assert that they have, while 
bathing, been attacked by sharks. They did 
not give the name of the particular brand of 
whiskey they habitually indulge im; but it is 
said to be of New Jersey manufacture. We 
have not ihvestigated this sea shark business; 
but our artist has pictured, in a very striking 
manner, a few specimens of land sharks that 
are not unfrequently encountered at Coney 
Island, which, by the way, is not quite so 
popular as it used to be. There must be some 
reason for this. Is it that the charges are too 
high; the prices for rooms exorbitant, or the 
waiters too grasping? Or is the cartoon no- 
thing more than a merry conceit of our artist? 


* * 

The Protestant Episcopal Church rather 
prides itself on its respectability, chiefly be- 
cause it is a cheap edition of the swell estab- 
lished Church of England; but its recent action 
with regard to one of its erring ministers, the 
Reverend Mr. E. Cowley, the child-starver, 
does not redound to its credit. It has practi- 
cally exonerated and reinstated him. We know 
as well as the Protestant Episcopal Church can 
tell us, that it is exceedingly Christian to for- 
give—but is it not going too far to condone 
such an offense as that of Mr. Cowley’s? Lay- 
men are not so ready to forgive and condone 
crimes against society, and we think it is well 
for society that they are not, judging by the 
many recent scandals in which clergymen have 
figured, It is apparent that the most favored 
profession of all is that of a minister of religion. 
He need not be nearly so particular as an un- 
clerical individual. ‘The holy man can break 
the law when he pleases, get a mild punishment 
or a slight reprimand, and then be permitted to 
pursue his vocation in some other place, as if 
nothing had happened. 
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PADDY AND THE PRESS. 





A member of the British cabinet, Secretary 
Harcourt, has, with the assistance of the Liver- 
pool local police, been finding infernal ma- 
chines, shipped as freight, on board steamers 
from America, 

The United States has quite forgiven Eng- 
land for the very lukewarm sympathy she dis- 
played in our recent struggle for existence, and 
if any turbulent Irishmen imagine that they 
can use this country as a basis for war-like 
operations against a great and friendly power, 
they have made a terrible mistake. 

If any of these. gentlemen who have been 
shipping dynamite and cement in combination, 
or clockwork machines for the purpose of blow- 
ing up, or injuring anybody or anything, are 
found out—and effectual means will be taken 
' to discover them—they will be made such an 
example of as will for ever deter others from 
doing likewise. 

‘The opinions of a certain number of Irish- 
men who have, more’s the pity, taken up their 
residence in this country, are not unfamiliar to 
us. These gentry are a constant source of 
trouble and annoyance, They are careful 
enough not to commit any overt act to get 
themselves in the hands of the police; but we 
only wish they would. 

The extracts from Irish-American papers 
that have recently been published in English 
journals are very amusing reading. 

Nineteen-twentieths of American citizens 
would, in all probability, have never seen the 
articles, had they not been reprinted ; and, out- 
side of the loud-mouthed Fenian element, they 
have had no more influence on this public 
than if they had been printed in Sanscrit or 
Egyptian hieroglyphics. “People have some- 
thing better to do than to heed the frothy utter- 
ances and empty vaporings of a parcel of pot- 
house Celtic politicians, 

Irishmen, when they come here, have the 
same rights and privileges as members of other 
nationalities; but no more. They may stay 
here so long as they choose to behave them- 
selves, but if they are going to involve us in 
disputes with friendly powers, we don’t want 
them at all. But Great Britain has very plainly 
intimated that she wishes us to suppress these 
disreputable papers, as she did the now famous 
Fretheit and Herr Most. 

And this is where Great Britain makes a mis- 
take; for no interference with the liberty of the 
press, in the time of profound peace, would be 
tolerated fora moment. These Fenian publi- 
cations may express any opinions they please, 
If they libel anybody, there is the regular legal 
remedy. 

An Englishman is never tired of boasting of 
the freedom of the press and of his liberty as a 
citizen—or subject, as he humiliatingly styles 
himself. The events of this year must show 
him that he is grievously mistaken, for there is 
neither freedom of the press, nor liberty of the 
citizen in England. ‘To have suppressed a 
paper like the Frecheit in France, Germany or 
Russia, would have been just what might have 
been expected in those countries; but not in a 
land which does nothing else but talk about 
the wonderful freedom enjoyed by its people. 
What a contemptible, ridiculous, mean, petti- 
fogging thing was the whole business! To sup- 
pose that, in a paper without any circulation, a 
thousand articles urging the glass bombing of 
all the self-elected rulers of Europe would has- 
ten the descent of these individuals beneath 
the daisies, is too absurd to merit a moment’s 
serious consideration, 

Then, to refuse to allow Mr. Bradlaugh, a duly 
elected representative of the people, to take his 
seat in the legislature is another nice example 
of British liberty. 

We are sorry to disoblige England, but we 


| peaceable citizens, a few bullets were dis- 





really can’t help her out. If articles appear, 
urging the blowing-up or chopping-up into 
mince-meat of all the British royal family and 
aristocracy, or the bringing them all over here in 
captivity, we positively cannot interfere. The 
bane carries with it its own antidote in the 
shape of its absurdity, and we shall leave it to 
old England to prosecute Fretheils and perse- 
cute Bradlaughs, , 

It seems to us that America manages her 
Irish question a great deal better than England. 
When, on the 12th of July, 1871, a number of 
prejudiced [rishmen objected, in a rather forci- 
ble manner, to the parade of a number of 


charged into some 120 bodies of the objectors— 
they never had a chance of objecting to parades 
or anything else again on this earth. 








LEVY'S OUT! 


The Catskill Mountains are full of Jews.—Daily Paper. 








Go, Isaac, and put the shutters up, 
Und take the tree palls down; 
V’eel stop the pizziness for a veek, 

Und go us oud of town. 


For tings was very tull shust now, 
Und gustomers was few, 

So you und mudder und meinself 
Vill go dose Gadskills trough. 


The Cohens und the Rosenbaums, 
The Solomons und Steins, 

Are trough those mountains, down und up, 
Und having sholly dimes. 


Vee’l wear our gustomers’ di’mond rings, 
Deir chains und vatches too. 

Dot shute of glo’es ve last took in, 
Vill shust apout vit you. 


Then ve vill do shust as ve please 
Und have the best. ’Tis said 

There ’s none of our class or set 
Dot vas pashful or afraid! 


Vee’l keep ourselves ride in der front 
(As your fadder always does). 

‘*So hellup me gracious,” volks vill say: 
‘¢ They are rich as never was,” 


Perhaps pefore our dime is up, 
You'll get yourself ’ne Frau; 

‘Then both can keep a proker’s shop, 
As mudder un me does now. 


So, Isaac, put the shutters up, 
Und take the tree palls down, 

Und paste a pabe on the door 
Saying: ‘‘ Levys out of town.” 





* Jewly, 1881. J. A.S. 


Puckenings. 


THE TRIPOLI correspondence between Eng- 
land and France is not /rés polt. 





SENATOR MILLER is without doubt the best 
Senator this State ever had—on paper. 





WE HEAR from London that Patti’s populari- 
ty has waned, It will be in wane for her to 
ask twenty dollars a seat to be allowed to hear 
her sing here. 





Mrs. Victoria sent a wreath to Dean Stan- 
ley’s funeral. Neither Indian shawls nor “ Lives 
of the Prince Consort” are considered deep 
mourning in aristocratic circles. 





THE L£xpress, speaking of the wonderfully 
mysterious torpedo boat, which is to blow up 
the British Empire all at once, asks, “Is it a 
Fenian Ram?” We think it looks more like an 
Irish bull. : 





THERE Is now an Italian theatre in New 
York. We rejoice at it; but the performances 
must not be made too attractive, nor take place 
too often, or the streets will surely suffer in 
cleanliness, 





THE MEXICAN GOVERNMENT is considering 
whether it shall make itself respectable again 
by paying its debts. Mexico is ahead of our 
street car companies, who never think about, 
much less do, such things. 





IT 1s strongly suspected that the infernal 
machines which have recently been found in 
Liverpool on board the Cunard boats from 
Boston are bicycles intended for the use of 
the Czar of Russia by the Nihilists. 


A VERY FRESH young man, the gist of whose 
name is Churchill, and who is some variety of 
cheap courtesy lord, is making desperate efforts 
in England to be considered a statesman. He 
shouldn’t take any political lessons from Mr. 
Conkling, or he will never be able to gratify his 
ambition, 





THE ROMANCE is being knocked out of every- 
thing—the British government will no longer 
ransom Englishmen who may be captured by 
brigands. Now is the time to start a brigand 
insurance company, not, of course, to include 
plumbers and icemen—the insurer to be per- 
mitted to travel whither he pleases, and be re- 
leased immediately on payment by the insur- 
ance company to the robbers of the amount of 
his policy. 





IMPECUNIOUS ACTORS, late of traveling com- 
binations, think it real mean of the railroad 
companies to have their war now instead of at 
the height of the dramatic season. When the 
companies begin to give five dollars to every 
passenger who'll consent to take a ticket to or 
from Chicago and New York, the actors will 
wish the dramatic season were a moveable feast. 
The decrease in pedestrianism would be prodi- 
gious. 








Puck’s Posiri1vE ANSWERS 10 IMPERTINENT 
QUESTIONS. 


CUT THIS OUT, 
pin it under the lapel of your coat 
and present the other side suddenly 
lo the Fiend who asks you 

Is It Hot Enough For 


i) 


You? 
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V. HUGO DUSENBURY 


= ay 





’ ; re am 


HIS PLAN FOR LIGHTENING THE : 
LABORS OF WRITERS OF 
FICTION. 





Cartauokus Hore, Cattahokus, N. Y., 
July goth, 1881. 
Editor of Puck—Dear Sir: 

I am not dead; nor do I sleep, to any great 
extent. 

I have been, I will acknowledge, in retire- 
ment, ‘The poetical business is dull during the 
summer season; and I have been obliged to go 
a little outside of my regular line, in order to 
keep the old muse in fodder and washing. 

In fact, I have been writing bills-of fare at a 
summer hotel for my board. At times I have 
managed to throw a little of the glamour of 
poetry over this prosaic work, when the articles 
supplied for consumption lent themselves read- 
ily to metrical arrangement; but, for the most 
part, this chronicling of provender has been an 
irksome task. It has not, however, seriously 
affected my appetite. 

‘True genius always thrives in retirement, and 
buds out under the clouds of adversity. ‘That 
is my kind. In my garret room at the Catta- 
hokus Hotel I have budded out with one of the 
grandest schemes of the century. 

There is money in this, I wish you to und: r- 
stand, ‘That is as much as to say that it is not 
poetry. It is good, hard, old-fashioned, cash- 
down-on-the nail prose. 

I want you to help me out with this scheme. 
I want you to help me to put my invention be- 
fore the public—to help me prove to them that 
it supplies a long-felt need—and we will go 
divvy on the profits, ‘That is, I will divvy up 
even, after deducting a lump sum for the in- 
ventor, and a fair allowance—say about go °/, 
—for mental wear and tear and other small 
etceteras., 

I want you to insert an advertisement calling 
for agents to canvass with my invention. It is, 
in the familiar language of the business col- 
umns, an article as staple as flour—sells on sight 
- light, genteel employment for intelligent men 
and women, 

Here is my scheme: 

Novels constitute the most popular literature 
of the day. Everybody reads novels. How are 
you going to keep your mental stamina up if 
you don’t read novels? 

‘The demand for novels is entirely unequal 
to the supply. ‘The professional writers cannot 
turn out work quickly enough. I see your 
house is going to start a paper devoted exclu- 








Pucx’s PosiriIvE ANSWERS TO IMPERTINENT 
QUESTIONS, 





Yes! And It Will Be 
Hot Enough for You in 
the Heat By-and-By. 














sively to stories, short and serial, which will ac- 
count for the name FicHon on the outside 
thereof, though why I have n’t been invited to 
write a serial novel for it still remains a mys- 
tery. Well, the novelists of Fiction and all 
other novelists may profit by my invention, at 
moderate charges, on a cash basis: 


V. Hugo Dusenbury, P. P.’s Labor-Saving 
Description Blanks and Novelist’s 
Ready-Made Assistant, 


There you have it. 33%4°/, of the novelist’s 
work, according to the closest estimates, done 
for him-—nothing required but to paste a slip 
of paper on his MS. and fill up a blank. 

Description is one of the curses of novel- 
writing. Just as the novelist has got to the 
point where the black-moustached villain is lift- 
ing his glittering blade over the head of the 
shrinking heroine, he. has to haul up and fos- 
sick around in his brain to find neat language 
to describe the golden-haired young man of 
athletic figure, who bursts in and dashes aside 
the knife, and, while with one arm he sustains 
the fainting form of the lovely victim, with the 
other motions to the cowering traitor to avaunt. 

This knocks the life right out of the most 
exciting climax. 

Then, again, it is eminently unpleasant to 
have to work up an elaborate sunset before you 
can get your lovers fairly tospooning. It takes 
time, and cools off the divine frenzy. 

My arrangement obviates all this. I propose 
to supply the description ready made. All 
descriptions may be boiled down to a few gen- 
eral classes—the description of any one heroine 
will do equally well for all others of her type; 
thus it is only necessary to fill up the proper name 
in a good, conventional, regulation description 
to have your heroine put clearly before the 
eyes of your readers, without trouble to your- 
self. ‘That is the kind of description I can fur-* 
nish, 

I have employed my leisure time, for the past 
two months, in laying in a large and weil- 
assorted stock of descriptions, applicable to 
every exigency which can possibly arise in the 
ordinary course of novel-writing, ‘These I am 
prepared to sell, in sets or singly, at very rea- 
sonable figures. 

The usual novel, for instance, will require a 
full set of descriptions, something like this: 

1 Hero, [Fair or Dark, as desired.] 

1 Heroine [ditto.] 

1 Heavy Villain, [Extra sinisters cost 25°/, 
more. ] 

2 Old Mothers. 

1 Confidential Clerk. 

1 Intriguing Adventuress, 

1 Lady’s Maid. 

1 Old Housekeeper. 

1 Curate. 

1 Family Doctor. 

2 Sunsets. 

1 Storm. 

1 Bleak Day. 

1 Smali Catastrophe. [Runaway, Fire, Ship- 
wreck, Mine Disaster, etc., as desired.] 

1 Dream, 

1 Wedding Day [Children strewing flowers 
extra.] 
or 

1 pr. Lives Parted Forever. 

This is a neat, but not gaudy assortment, 
suitable for a quiet, respectable brown-paper 
novel. It is the smallest lay-out I have; but all 
the descriptions are guaranteed. Larger and 
more elaborate lots will be put up to order, 

I have now a large stock of descriptions on 
hand, including eleven different varieties of 
Heroines, and six of Heroes. 

My principal styles of Heroine, and those 
which I expect to find the most salable, are the 

Ordinary Old Golden-Haired. 

Ordinary Old Black-Haired. 





New Titian-Red-Haired. 

Shrinking and Dove-Eyed. 

Dashing Young Woman. [To go with De- 
scription of Hunting-Scene.] 

Pale, Proud Beauty. 

Intellectual and Gray-Eyed. 

Plain-Faced but Passionate. [Trifling De- 
formity extra. ] 

I have also a nice dark-eyed, dark-haired 
snaky article, which may also be used as an 
adventuress, and will do to set off a blonde 
and amiable heroine. 

Asasample of my style of description, let 
me give you a few lines from blanks 1 and 2, 
Ordinary Quality Heroines: 

7 RG Ds 6 65s cswesesiosss [Fill in with 
name of Heroine,] was a beautiful girl of. ... 
esabesiond [age.] Her clustering golden locks 
waved in wanton profusion over her snowy 
brow, like liquid sunlight seen above the azure 
heaven of her eyes. [Simile extra.] The ten- 
der rosebud glow upon her cheeks rivaled—” 

Never mind what it rivaled, unless you wish 
to buy that description. That is the Blonde. 
Here is the beginning of a sketch of the Dark 
Heroine. 

Tc enemmnd [name] was now in the full glory 
of her resplendent womanhood. Her hair was 
of that strangely beautiful black that seems to 
have rich purple tints in its ebon depths. A 
single white rose was carelessly twined in its 
shadowy profusion. Her low, broad brow 
seemed whiter than it was by contrast with her 
jetty brows, and the dark, restless eyes that 
looked forth beneath them, full of a passionate 
love and yearning. Her dusky complexion—” 

Was a very fine article, as you may find out 
by buying a set of V. H. D., P. P.’s patent des- 
criptions, 

Here is a neat thing in the way of sunsets: 

“The sun was settling over the placid bosom 
Of the OCORM, OS .....ccc000 [Hero’s name, } 
err rere [Heroine’s name] stood to- 
gether by the murmuring waters. Masses of 
gorgeously-tinted clouds were heaped high up 
in the Western sky, and the trail of the god of 
day lay like a golden mantle upon the softly- 
rippling waves. The—” 

‘The rest of the accessories are right up to 
the mark—that is all ye know at present, and 
all ye need to know. 

Anyone can judge for himself of the con- 
venience and simplicity of this new method. 
You are writing your novel—you come to the 
place where you need a description — you reach 
over an indexed file and get the right one—you 
slap a little paste on the page—slap the descrip- 
tion on the paste—and there you are. . 

For terms and particulars, please address 


V. Huco Dusensury, 
Professional Poet. 
Cattahokus Hotel, 
Cattahokus, N. Y. 





New York, Aug. 1st, 1881. 
V. Hugo Dusenbury, Esq.—Dear Sir: 

This goes on */, of the Lectures. We have 
appropriated the sample descriptions sent us to 
same */,. 

Yours truly, 
PUBLISHERS PUCK. 








An Epic oF ETHIOPIAN EPICUREANISM. 
The Ethiop doth woo 
The frisky kangaroo, 
And beats him black and blue 
With a club. 


And throws him in a pot, 
The hottest kind of hot, 
And serves him on the spot 
Up as grub. R. K. M. 
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FAMILIAR DIALOGUES. 





FOR THE RELIEF OF AN EXASPER- 
ATED POPULACE. 





Dialogue X VIIT.— With a Seedsman. 
Cit1zEN.—I want two ounces of quince-seed 
in a paper bag. 
SEEDSMAN.—[Zhe natural remark of a seeds- 
man. | 
C.—I know that it isn’t the proper time for 
planting quince-seed. 


I want to raise good quince-trees 1 had better 
let you sell me a few cuttings, or some young 
trees to set out—I not only believe it, but J am 
willing to bet on it. All the same, my whole 
soul goes out toward those two ounces of 
quince-seed in a paper bag. 

C.—It doesn’t matter a bit to you where my 
palatial estate is situated. Perhaps it crowns 
the lordly heights of the Hudson; perhaps it 
smiles on the spreading red mud prairies of 
Jersey; perhaps it’s located up in Eighty-ninth 
street in a back-yard, twenty-five feet by 
twenty-four, with two boards broken out of the 
side-fence, and the goats coming through 
numerously and with designs on the biled 
clothes. Anyway, I want to bear home to my 
princely estate and the halls of dazzling light 
thereto appertaining two ounces of quince-seed 
in a paper bag. 


C.—No, I don’t hanker after planting corn. 
I had rather let some other fellow do it for me. 
It is a pleasing occupation; but wearing on 
the back. 


eee eee ee eee eee ee ewe 


C.— Beans do not take much room to grow, 
that’s a fact, but then there isn’t-much style in 
sticking a bean-pole into a flower pot in the 
fifth story front window of a French flat. It 
looks like an extension of the Western Union 
telegraph pole nuisance. 

C.—I haven’t any use for a lawn-mower, ex- 
cept to hang it on my watch-chain for a charm; 
and that might look a little conspicuous and 
ostentatious, you know. I did hang a Buckeye 
mower-and-reaper there once; but it made the 
neighbors jealous. Besides, you can’t put a 
lawn-mower in a paper bag, as you can that 
quince-seed, when you get good and ready. 








atte i Neigeicake 2 coun ison 

C.—I know that it won’t do me any good to 
plant those quince-seeds. 1’m not buying them 
for my own personal benefit; I am buying them 
as a tribute to the divine sense of beauty myste- 
riously implanted in the human breast. 

C.-—How ’s that? Oh, just the easiest. way 
in the world, festive and fluent Seedsman. I’m 
getting them to boil ’em down for my wife’s 
bangs, that’s all. Do you grasp the situation in 


all its length, breadth and superficial area? | 


Then go sow yourself, Seedsman! So so! 








L’ENFANT TERRIBLE. 


Scene:—A store in Saratoga. 


PATERFAMILIAS (duving presents for the folks 
at home) :—This is for baby—this for Kate — 
this for Lizzie—this for the cook—but what on 
earth shall we take for grandma (i.e.: the mo- 
ther-in-law) ? 

Bos:—Take one of these toy-pistols! 

PATERFAMILIAS (aside): — How the deuce 
does the child know that toy-pistols cause lock- 
jaw? He can’t read yet! 








SEE WORCESTER. 





There was an old parson, named Beaucnamp, 
Whose flock said no sermon could reauchamp: 
““No wonder,” he’d say, 
‘“«They’re quite thrown away, 
For you’re all sound asleep when I preau- 
champ.” 





There was a young woman, named St. John, 
Who lived on the Rhine, close to Bt. John; 
But her passion for roaming 
Led her out to Wyoming, 
Where she fell dead in love with an t. John. 





There were some old men of the Bosphorus, 
Who dealt very largely in phosphorus; 

It burned up one day, 

And they cried in dismay— 
‘Oh my! what a terrible losphorus!” 





A peevish young lady, named Leicester, 
On the end of her thumb had a feicester, 
Which caused her to say— 

“Get out! go away!” 
And shriek when her feller carreicester. 
C, E. W. 
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THE NEW SENATORS, 

Ya-as, ye know, a 
few weeks ago there 
was great excitement 
about the aw elec- 
tion of two fellaws 
to wepwesent the 
province of New 
York in the Amerwi- 
can Uppah House. 

Two of the mem- 
; bahs—if I wecollect 
wightly, their names 
were Conkling and 
Platt —had in a most abwupt and unexpected 
mannah wesigned their seats in the Senate, I 
think they call it he-ah—because they could 
not have their own way pwecisely in the man- 
nah they pweferwed. 

It is aw, | believe customarwy fow these aw 
Senatahs to be consulted about the appoint- 
ments of government clerks, not only in their 
particulah distwict, but also in wemote parts of 
the countwy—but there is, | am given to un- 








dahstand, no wegulah wule in the aw Constitu- 
| tion of Amerwica to make this arwangement 
actually wight. 
But they do it all the same, and as everwy- 
body who weads Amerwican politics knows, 
| Messrs. Conkling and Platt got angwy because 
the Pwesident had something to say on one 
particulah occasion by appointing an aw fwiend 
of his own. ; 
They twied verwy hard to get we-elected, 
and people who perwuse the papahs know what 
, ahorwible farce went on faw severwal weeks 
in the endeavaws of their admirwahs and sup- 
portahs to weturn them again to the pwoud 
position they had pweviously occupied. 

It is a aw devilish complicated business, a 
senatorwial election, Jack Carnegie has on 
severwal occasions taken a gweat deal of 
twouble to aw explain the mattah to me, but it 
has not yet weached my bwain clearly. All I 
can compwehenda is that the local pwovincial 
vestwies have something to do with it, and that 
they have to ballot a pwodigious numbah of 
times befow arwiving at a decision. At last 
two men were chosen, but not this angwy Mr. 
Conkling and his particulah cwony and infe- 
rwiah followah Mr. Pwatt, but two othah fel- 
laws, who have verwy ordinarwy intellects, and 
who have nothing to wecommend them at all 
except their inferwiorwity and wiches., 

Now, it appe-ahs to me deuced stwange that 
men of such a charwactah should be waised to 
such pwominent and wesponsible positions, 
| I talked to an Amerwican fwiend at the club 
the aw othah day about it, and asked why the 
vestwymen, or whatevah they are called, do not 
make it their business to send the vewy best 
and cleverwest men in the countwy to wepwe- 
sent the people in the Senate at Washington. 

He said, ‘“‘ Aw ye see, it would not exactly 
do. ‘They must be men who und:thstand how 
to wun the machine.” 

‘*Wun what machine aw?” I asked. 

“The government machine,’ he replied. 
“Tf only men of high weputation were elected 
to the Senate the whole business of the pwofes- 
sional politician would go to wack and wuin, 
because the patwonage would not be pwopahly 
distwibuted.” 

** How verwy quee-ah!”’ I said. 

‘** Ya-as, perhaps so,” he continued, ‘‘but, ye 
know, everwybody in this countwy must be 
pwovided faw, and therefaw it is much bettah 
to elect duffahs who are weak and wich enough 
to do the pwopah thing faw their fwiends,” 

The longah I wemain in this countwy, the 
stwanger everwything appeahs to be aw, 
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THE ICE- MAN’S } MOTTO. 


SMALL SALES-—— 








—Bic Prorits. 











CLOSE OF THE BALL SEASON. 





To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

My first-born, whose devotion to Puck isa 
hereditary instinct, said to me the other morn- 
ing at the breakfast-table: 

‘* Papa, oo has dot into Puck, has n’t 00 ?” 

Young as he is, his ardent mind in some de- 
gree appreciates the ambition by which Na- 
ture’s noblemen are influenced to become con- 
tributors to your unequaled hebdomadal. (For 
the conjunction of these two last words, thus 
applied, and for the purposes aforesaid, a pa- 
tent has just been solicited by Geo. Wm. Curtis; 
but you are safe in using them for this trip.) 

Your offer is so fair that I accept it. People 
should always accept fair offers, as well the 
adult male, as young and lovelywoman. Roth- 
schild advises us ‘‘ never to decline options,” 
although I have made a large fortune in 1881 
by declining the options tendered by Poppy 
Sage of 100 shares Blickardsville and Whang- 
tuwn R.R. at 94 x 150, 103 days, $156.00: 
or Cochin-China Ocean Mail at to x go, all 
1881, $200. The Poppy’s options take quite 
too wide a straddle to suit the average mind; 
and such large strictly cash payments in ad- 
vance act as a bar to the Pleasures of Hope. It 
occurs to me that the Poppy must know more 
about the merits and chances of ‘‘ Whangtown”’ 
and “‘ Cochin-China” than John Doe or Rich- 
ard Roe either does, or can know; and that, 
so long as he holds four aces, it is unprofitable 
to chip into the pot on a chance of improving 
a pair of jacks. I trust I make my meaning 
clear to your readers in theological seminaries, 
express offices, etc. 

Receive therefore, with effusion, the Legend 
of the Ball or Opera, 

ss long ago, 

Sung by the morning star of song, who made 

His music heard below ”— 
invariably in the lower right hand corner of 
your third page, as a finale to Puckerings, with 
a sameness, an iteration, which have often 
driven me to frenzy, and destroyed my judge- 
ment at critical moments, when, behind a king- 
full or an ace-flush, it is a question of nice so- 
lution as to whether to call or raise, after the 
fourth or fifth round. Do not forget that, by 
the terms of your offer, you are bound to omit, 
for all time, Hindustanee and Boojumese ver- 
sions of this quite too awfully thrice-told tale. 
This is a valid justifying reason, an absolute 
extenuation, for embodying the monotonous 
legend in Sanscrit and Coptic—tongues familiar 
to me since infancy. 








Let your artist engrave the Sanscrit witn 
scrupulous care. The wrath of Brahma has, 
immemorially, been visited upon him whoever 
has dared to change or violate a Sanscrit in- 
scription. It is the veritable language of the 
gods: sacro-sanct, secluse* from human med- 
dling, not to be tampered with. Besides, any 
change in the characters hanging from the 
straight line might wholly subvert the sense. 
By some deviation, not apparent to the ordi- 
nary eye, “‘ Are you going to the ball this eve- 
ning?” might come to read, “‘ What do you 
think about this Conkling muss, anyhow?” 
Apropos, a bit of history. 

A few years ago, in New Haven, Conn., 
dwelt Professor Gibbs, occupying a chair of 
Hebrew in Yale College. ‘To him was sent, 
from some European town, a manuscript He- 
brew Bible on parchment, which the Professor 
greatly valued. He read it night and day (an 
example to you and me, Mr. Editor,) and it 
frequently lay open on his table at meal times. 
In this edition, use was made of the Masoretic 
points (everybody knows about these, except 
Corbin, ) and when the Professor had progressed 
as-far as the Book of Daniel, he was startled to 
find a radical difference between the text of 
one verse and that of the corresponding para- 
graph in the College accepted edition. 

All your readers know about Daniel. He 
was the gentleman who, armed only with vir- 
tue, annocence, and a blue cotton umbrella, 
successfully kept at bay all night a collection of 
menagerie lions; so much so, that children 
now often weep while beholding pictorial re- 
presentations of the scene, because none of the 
lions seem likely to get a taste of Daniel. 
Daniel was an astrologist, and as an interpreter 
of dreams was unequaled and had no connec- 
tion with any other establishment. His terms 
were reasonable: Ladies, 50c.; gents, $1.00; to 
Nebuchadnezzar, a suit of clothes semi-annu- 
ally, and unlimited vegetarian diet. His best 
planetary schemesresulted in the erection of an 
image, with brass legs and clay feet, and in 
connection with the gymnastics of this image, 
eternal smash was to ensue at the end of seven- 
ty and seven weeks. 

But in the professor’s manuscript edition this 
seventy and seven weeks was changed by the 
presence of a “point” to seven hundred and 
seventy weeks, which brought the final crash 
down to the explosion of the Tweed Ring, in- 
stead of landing it away back on Antiochus 
Epiphanes, or, as some divines insisted, the 
Emperor Napoleon I. This radical change in 








* Copyright secured. Revised edition of ‘* secluded.” 


the text nly excited Professor Gibbs, and 


he invited several distinguished Oriental schol- 
ars to consider the manuscript. 

They came: Dwight, Hadley, Fitch, Salis- 
bury, ef a/., each one clarum et venerabile nomen ; 
and as the wild Bohea, and the sapid Ping- 
suey were quaffed around the Professor’s tea- 
table, the criticisms and comments were mani- 
fold and various. Here, it was agreed, was a 
rock on which the faith of ages might be split. 
As the book was passed from hand to hand it 
came to the Professor’s wife. 

** Where is this point you gentlemen make so 
much talk about it?” said she. ‘Oh, this is it, 
is it?” 

Then carefully scrutinizing the baleful char- 
acter, the good lady wet the corner of her nap- 
kin at the hot water pot, and expunged the 
“point” at one rub. 

“‘Why, la, Eleazer,” said she, smiling on the 
dazed professor, ‘‘it’s nothing but a fly-speck!” 

You will perceive, therefore, that your en- 
gravers must use strict fidelity in copying my 
Sanscrit, or great damage may be done; and 
with this final condition I leave you and your 
readers alone with the required variations of 
what we may style The International Ball Sym- 
phony: 

One delightfully gorgeous evening in upper 
Bengal, the willowy, dusky son of Indra, the 
erudite Mahabaratha, meeting Sakya-Gruni at a 
Bhanggodown, (Hasheesh-dive,) in a certain 
shady street in Benares, said to him: 
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(And he effulged outwardly [or from within], 
which is as near as the Sanscrit language can 
be induced to approach to delivering the 
phrase, “‘ And he lit out.’’) 





“‘T like it not,” yawned Rameses, the cele- 
brated Coptic chief, “that a dearth of amuse- 
ments bores me.” Just at that moment the 
bejeweled form of Ptolemy Antipater, first 
cousin of Antiochus Epiphanes, hove in sight, 
adroitly steering a number six canoe down the 
arrowy Nile. Then said Rameses: 
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oe ~ een much reduced in weight 
out.) This being the nearest approach in Cop- 
tic to the expression “‘ And he lightened out,” 


or, ‘lit out.” 
“ JOHN BLACKBRIDGF, 


SHorTLy after David Kalakaua left Hono- 
lulu for his trip round the world, Like-like, 
Governess of Oahu, called on Kamakaeha, the 
regent of Hawaii, and the following conversa- 
tion took place: 

‘* Hele oe io hulahula ahiahi ?” 

** Aole ahiahi,” 

** Alaila he mea ahiahi ?” 

** Maikai ahiahi.” 

And she lit out. (Zz malamalama iwaho.) 

[AMEN.] 
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MORE SMOKE THAN FLAME. 





Puck TO PARNELL:—THAT POT WILL NEVER BOIL WITH THAT KIND OF FUEL, 











NONSENSE JINGLES. 


A MONKEY that came from Bombay 
Was possessed with a passion for play. 
When four kings you would show, 

To his sleeve he would go, 
And before you four aces would lay. 








THERE was a deciduous flea, 
Who lived in a mulberry tree, 
Till a pic-nic camped there— 
And ’tis safe to declare 
Such searching ’twas wondrous to see. 





A panpy who traveled to Derry, 

Why, he grew so indignant—yes, very, 
When they said: ‘ Mister, who 
In all conscience are you, 

Whose comical dress makes us merry ?” 





A MAN from the city of Kars 
Said: ‘* How nice to recline on these bars.” 
But he.didn't,-not he; 
For a pin made him see, 
Though ’twas cloudy, a million of stars. 
W. F. 








FREE-LUNCH. 


‘“‘ Tuis is beering strait,” as the penniless man 
said the morning after he had been on a drunk. 





AN exchange has a story in it called ‘‘ The 
Missing Diamonds.”’ We suppose it tells of a 
flush that had been taken out of the pack. 





THE new slang phrase for “‘ How is the world 
using you?” is: “ How are you hitting it?” 
Don’t ask a policeman, for he might tell you 
with his club. 


It only costs seven dollars to go to Chicago 
now, but a man who went there last week said 
he would give two hundred dollars to get out of 
the dashed place. 


“Jay Goutp has got another ‘corner,’” 
said a broker last week to a party of friends 
who were talking in Wall Street. ‘* What in?” 





shouted the others. ‘‘In a Broadway stage,” 
replied the other, as he pointed to a passing 
stage, in the corner of which Jay was en- 
sconced. He then made good his escape from 
the infuriated brokers. 





A VARIATION, 

O Sairey Jane! O Sairey Jane! 

I'll tell your pa, 
Not dropping in the fare 

In the bob-tail car; 
She hands it to the driver, 

Who, with smile and grin, 
Murmurs, ‘‘ You ‘re a daisy,” 

As he scoops it in. Tim KIck, 








SOLILOQUIUM PUERIS. 


*¢ A bee, or not a bee.” ‘Thus mused an urchin, 
Feeling something creeping up his trousers. 

«I wonder if ’twere better to let him wander 

All unmolested o’er my naked surface, 

Than to dispel this grim anxiety 

By fiercely striking him?—To strike—to kill— 
No more. And by a kill it means to guard 
Against the anguish consequent upon 

His charge in battle—’tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wished. To strike—to kill— 

To kill! Perchance to miss! Ay, there ’s the rub; 
For, in that fierce attack upon the beast, 

Suppose a misdirected blow should leave 

Him little harmed! There ’s the respect 

That makes calamity of such a course. 

For who would risk conjunction with the rear 

Of yellow-jacket, or the vesfa tribe, 

The hornet slim, or cumbrous bumble-bee, 
And—worse than all—the merriment of those 
Who eagerly are waiting the result, 

When he himself might his safetus make 

With one good slap? Who would chances take 
To howl and dance, should him the spirit move, 
But that the dread of only maiming him— 
Awakening in the foe such vengefulness 

That there be no escape—withstays the hand, 
And makes us rather suffer-with sttspense, 

Than tempt unerring vengeance with a blow? 
Thus danger does make cowards of us all, 

And thus the native hue of certainty 

Is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of doubt; 

And schemes devised, which might insure success, 
Are lost through hesitation. Here she goes! 
Farewell, repose! Great Heaven, in thy prayers, 
Be all my sins remembered! CuHAs. H. TURNER. 





HARD LINES. 





According to the accounts in .the papers 
Mr. Eugene Rubino, of 34 Wall St., has had 
a boy named Manville arrested for the theft of 
a check, amount not stated, presumably small. 
If the facts in the affair are correctly stated in 
the journals, we may fairly ask whether the 
boy, who has acknowledged his technical guilt, 
may not shift a share of the moral responsi- 
bility for his action upon his employer's shoul- 
ders. The Sun—which is not given to making 
mistakes—says that Manville’s salary was five 
dollars a week, that he did not live with his 
parents, and that he had always been an honest 
boy. Now, what right had Mr. Rubino to 
employ a clerk who had to support himself, 
unless he could pay a decent salary? Perhaps 
Mr. Rubino did not know that his clerk did 
not live at home. But it was his business to 


' have known, before he put the boy in the way 


of temptation. Manville seems to have been 
driven to the act by the burden of debt which 
he could not avoid. ‘The first use he made of 
the money was to pay what he owed—pitiful 
little innocent debts. It is not stated that he 
used the money in dissipation. If the truth 
has been told in this case, the place for young 
Manville is not a penitentiary cell; but a desk 
in a decent office at decent wages, 








HIS FIRST POEM. 


HER FIRST VOYAGE. 
[ Written at Sea, for a Lady's Album.] 
How grand to leave the peaceful harbor bar, 
To breast the billows of the heaving sea: 
To drink the breezes that from lands afar 
Waft the aroma of romance to me. 





And, oh! the sudden glory of the day 
When Night has drawn her mantle from the deep— 
The blushing wavelets, diamond-dipped in spray, 
Leaping to kiss the storm-wrack’s onward sweep, 


Anon the sullen oce:u’s heaving swell 
Flaunts the brave sip with skyward toss and roll, 
Till rapture fills me! (Bah! the cabins smell!) 
Haste to the deck with my expansive soul. 


fh! what emotion, what upheaving tide, 
Tumultuous stirs the bosom with its thrill. 

Can it be deeper ? Let me but reach the side— 
Dear me, how odd! * ** * I’m very, very ill. 


Oh! stormy ocean, that romancing books 
Have told a thousand lies of— not one fewer— 4 
Nought again tempts me on thee—even Cook’s 
Best Personal and Self-Conducted Tour. 
Crisp SALTAIRS. 

[EpiToriaL Note: 

Society Epitor of Puck / Poesicat EpI- 
TOR, who is busily engaged in worrying manu- 
scripts.—I read that poem you ’re tackling now. 

PoETICcAL Epitor.—What do you want to 
read my things before I do for? 

S. E. (meekly,)—It ain’t half bad. 

P. E. (cynically,)—No, it’s wholly bad. 

S. E. (coaxingly,)—Oh, come, now; you know 
it isn’t. Put it in, there’s a good fellow! 

P.E. (suspiciously,)—One of your confounded 
swell friends, eh ? 

S. E. (eagerly,)—No, I don’t know him, ’pon 
honor; but I’m sure it’s some nice fellow— 
wrote it on shipboard—for a lady—little mash, 
you know—it will give him such pleasure to 
see it in print. 

P. E. (grufiy,)—We are n’t running this paper 
to please nice fellows on steamers. If there's 
any mashing to be got out of the business, I 
want it for myself. 

S. E. (gelling a bright tdea,)—Oh, well, only 
this once—slip it in and—and—come out and 
have some lunch with me. 

P. E. (sielding,)—Oh, well, if you insist—you 
know I hate to refuse you anything. Here, 
send it in and—and—come along. 

Exeunt ambo, leaving MS. on copy-hook.} 
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THE PRESIDENT’S CELLAR. 
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Some RELIcs OF A TOO-ENTHUSIASTIC PEOPLE’s ACTIVE SYMPATHY FOR THE PRESIDENT. 








FIELD’S SINKING FUND. 


“‘If Mr. Field,” says an exchange published in a re- 
gion where Mr. Cyrus W. Field owns a good deal of pro- 
perty: ‘‘has chosen acquaintance with the cultivated and 
refined, it is certainly not to his discredit.” 

Maybe not—but is n’t it a little hard on the cultivated 
ang refined ? , 

We knew a person once who sought the acquaintance 
of a cultivated and refined man. The cultivated and re- 
fined man was a distinguished author, of remarkable 
sweetness of disposition, combined with great firmness of 
character. The person was a book-agent. He used to 
call on the cultivated and refined two or three times a 
week; he used to invade his study and sit down and talk 
to the cultivated and refined about almost anything that 
could be made to lead up to the subject of books. The 
cultivated and refined took it meekly and patiently. He 
did not want any books, and he told the agent so. 
** Never mind,” the agent said: ‘‘you can look at them 
without buying.” ‘But I don’t want to look at them,” 
said the cultivated and refined, ‘* Well, you need n’t,” 
said the book-agent. ‘* But I don’t wish to take up your 
time,” said the c. andr. ‘Oh, never mind that,” said 
the book-agent: ‘I don’t mind sitting here and talking.” 

So the bpok-agent got quite well acquainted with the 

cultivated and refined author. He dropped in onthe c. 
and r., in the c. and r.’s most sacred moments of privacy, 
when he was writing or thinking or studying; he saw 
that cultivated and refined author in hours of sadness, of 
bitter trouble, of sharp anxiety. He knew him in mo- 
ments of expansion, when he used profane language; he 
knew him in hours of excitement, when he went around 
breaking the furniture. 
_ It was a very good thing for the agent. His mind de- 
veloped and expanded under the influence of his associa- 
tion with that cultivated and refined author. He also got 
a great deal of business on the strength of his acquaint- 
ance with a man so much respected. 

But, well as he knew the cultivated and refined author, 
the boék-agent had yet to make the acquaintance of 
another side of his character. That was the firm side. 
We have mentioned that the c. and r. had great firmness 
of character. 

Well, one day the cultivated and refined author said to 
the book-agent: ‘*See here, my friend, who introduced 
you to me, in the beginning ?” ‘* Nobody,” replied the 
book-agent, ‘‘fact is, I introduced myself.” «Oh, you 
did, did you ?” asked the cultivated and refined. « Well, 
I don’t want the obligation to be all on one side,” and 
with this remark. he slew the book-agent, and packed him 








in a soap-box, and sold him to a brass-foundry as crude 
material. 

We tell this little story solely out of kindness to Mr. 
Cyrus W. Field—just to warn him of the danger of seek- 
ing the acquaintance of refined and cultivated people 
when there is a faint suspicion of a lack of spontaneity 
about the reciprocity, so to speak. 

Lack of spontaneity in matters calling for reciprocity 
is what is troubling Mr. Field at present. His great Gar- 
field fund is languishing from this cause—is becoming, 
indeed, a very sinking fund. If we may be allowed to 
use the slang of the day—and we frequently demand and 
avail ourselves of the privilege—we will say that that fund 
was conceived in previousness, and is now dying in sub- 
sequency. It is a good-enough fund for Mr. Field; but 
it is of no use, except'to the founder. The public doesn’t 
want it, the President doesn’t want it; nobody wants it. 

This is getting to be pretty generally understood. 
The audacity of the scheme rather startled people at first 
— it looked too big for an advertisement, and newspaper 
criticism was somewhat constrained, It is true that save 
the N. Y. Sun, the Commercial Advertiser,the Boston 
Post, the Detroit Free Press, and one or two others, the 
journals of the country were very mealy-mouthed about 
the matter—until PucK came out and showed them how 
the people of the country looked on this exhibition of 
monopolist munificence. Zex they suddenly.discovered 


that they had known it all along; that the fund was a 


great mistake, and in the worst possible taste. 

And so, all of a sudden, Mr. Field finds his “fund” 
hanging as heavy as a white elephant on his Hands. With 
the exception of two, one from a rich banker, the other 
from a well-known association of monopolists, the sub- 
scriptions were practically stopped three weeks ago. These 
two subscriptions aggregate $8,000. A few trifling sums 
dribble in daily; but, at its present rate of progress, it 
will take about ten years for Mr. Field to make up the 
sum he was going to raise in two days. 

Let Mr. Field beware of acquaintances and trans- 
actions where there is a lack of spontaneity 1n the reci- 
procity. 


A GOOD IDEA. 


NEw YORK, July 3oth, 1881. 

To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

I would suggest to you that a subscription list be started 

for our mutual friend C, W. Field. I think he needs 

country air. I am a poor man, but send you, asa starter, 

$10 in Maryland currency. Do your best, and the bless- 
ings of the nation be with you. 


Yours respectfully, Wm. EDwarps. 





AMUSEMENTS. 


Miss Belle Jackson plays the rural heroine in ‘* The 
Professor” at the MADISON SQUARE THEATRE, and she 
does it with skill, grace, and intelligence. 





‘¢ The Mascotte,” one hundredth performance, is what 
greets the eye at the B1jou OPERA HousgE, that is to say, 
it will greet the eye the day after to-morrow. The Wil- 
bur Opera Company will swear by summer seasons here- 
after. © 


Miss H. Maurer is the bright, particular star who man- 
ipulates the piano at KosTER & BIAL’s Music HALL, 
Mr. William Miiller playing the cello all alone by him- 
self, when Mr. Neuendorff’s grand orchestra gives him a 
chance to do so. 


There is not so much beach at MANHATTAN BEACH 
as there used to be—but, to compensate for the loss of it, . 
there are plenty of clams, and other wholesome and tooth- 
some food to be obtained there, with a good supply of 
varied liquors to wash them down. 

Mr. Rudolf Bial has been ill. We hear that he is fast 
recovering and will soon be well enough again to take 
charge of his inimitable orchestra at the METROPOLITAN 
Music HALL, although Mr. Hamm has made a very good 
substitute in the absence of his chief. 


We have remarked, several times before, that, at Ha- 
VERLY’S FOURTEENTH STREET THEATRE, Mr. M. Curtis 
is playing the part of Sam’/ of Posen in Mr. G. H. 
Jessop’s play of that name. He still continues to do so, 
and his bank account gets bigger all the time. 








LITERARY NOTES. 


Messrs. Pollard & Moss, the well-known publishing 
firm of John Street, will shortly issue the second volume 
of their edition of Thackeray’s works. The work isa 
handsome one; the type is large and clear; the illustra- 
tions are the original ones, and the binding substantial 
and attractive. It has also the merit of being sold at a 
moderate price. 

The August Art Amateur has much interesting read- 
ing. Mr. Clarence Cook has a sharp article referring to 
the directors of the Metropolitan Art Museum in no very 
complimentary terms. There is also a biographical sketch 
of Corot, and a reproduction of one of his paintings. 


*¢ Ye Last Sweet Things in Corners” has made a hit. 
Another edition has been issued, printed on softly-tinted 
paper, and with the old familiar brown paper covers. A 
previous edition was richly bound in cloth. Messrs Dun- 
can & Hall. of Philadelphia, are the publishers. 


We can’t yet say if Pidgin & Walden will become as 
well-known as Gilbert & Sullivan, for both are authors of 
comic operas. Messrs. P. & W.’s latest is “‘ The Burglars; 
or, The Majesty of Law.” When we have read, seen and 
heard it we shall express an opinion. 








Answers Hoy the Anviaus, 


HASELTINE.—She is fighting mosquitoes. 

W. T. L.—We have not seen your MS. Let not your 
angry passions rise. 

H. D., K. McC., J. A., L.—We will introduce the 
various offspring of your teeming brains to the public as 
soon as possible. 

MONSIEUR W.--You wish to remark that ‘the trouble 
usually with an epitaph is that it is too epitaffy.” Yours 
won’t be, if you come around this office. It will be short, 
sweet and simple—‘‘ Slugged ” will cover it. 





MyrA.—We can’t accommodate you with the name and 
address of the author of the sweet poem you saw in 
Godey’s Lady’s Book \ast Month; but if you will send on 
your .photograph, with an -approximately correct state- 
ment of your capacity in the ice-cream line, we will give 
you the address of the constructor of some of the most 
saccharine outbursts of poetic fancy ever published on 
this continent; and we carry his name around with us all 
the time, too. 
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MARRIED MISERIES. 


WRITTEN EXPRESSLY FOR Puck, BY ARTHUR LOT. 








No. T1T.— Rural Pursuits. 


F course we had a plot of ground around 
our house: All country houses are, un- 


fortunately, provided with that sort of 

an adjunct. Unfortunately I say, be- 
cause I abhor a neglected garden, and I equally 
abhor the labor of putting such a place in 
order. It may be true that man was ordained 
to earn his bread by the sweat of his brow; 
but I am convinced that, if that rule was 
strictly enforced, and perspiration caused by 
work was rated at a cent a drop, there would 
be a great scarcity of bread—a perfect famine, 
in fact. All men now desire to be lawyers, or 
ministers, or doctors, or agents, or anything 
in short, which will enable them to obtain a 
large amount of bread for a small amount of 
perspiration. And I donot blame men, If I 
were compelled to earn my living by culti- 
vating the products of the soil, I’d move to 
some country where one can stretch forth his 
hand and pluck the cheerful bread-fruit, or the 
succulent banana, or the indigestible cocoanut. 
You may preach until the nether regions are 
covered with ice—enter, so to speak, upon a 
glacial period—but you will never convince 
me that man, in his normal state, requires tail- 
ors, or restaurant-keepers, or house-builders, or 
furniture-makers. Man was designed to run 
around clad, at the utmost, in the wardrobe of 
a South Sea Island princess—a pearl necklace 
—to pick his food from the trees, to drink his 
champagne from the springs, to sleep on the 
grass beneath the trees, and to loaf around 
generally, You may say clothes are the tokens 
of a higher civilization. What is the use of a 
higher civilization, if you are compelled to 
grind away in some daily treadmill in order to 
attain that high degree of cultivation? I bear 
a remarkable resemblance to that man who, re- 
clining on the grass with his hands under his 
head, exclaimed: 

“Oh, if they only called this sort of thing 
work, and paid high wages for it!” 

Holding such views, you can well imagine 
that I do not hanker after rural pursuits. How- 
ever, they came to me. In front of our house 
was a flower garden, and behind it was a vege- 
table patch. Fortunately, both were quite 
small; but, unfortunately, both were in a dis- 
graceful condition. So far as I was concerned, 
they might have remained just as they were 
until the time came for this earth to drop into 
the sun; but Mrs. Lot had different views. 

“We ought to have the garden planted,” 
remarked she one day. 

“So we had,” added I cheerfully. 

“It is hardly large enough to warrant us in 
hiring a man,” suggested she in the most melli- 
fluous tones. 

“Try a boy.” 

“No,” said she; ‘he’d be a nuisance. Be- 
sides, you can attend to it just as well as not.” 

That woman has a way of saying things that 
takes my breath away, and on this occasion, 
before I had even stated my objections, she 
had fully arranged that I should take care of 
the garden. 

The first business was to rake up the dry 
weeds and other trash, and burn them, I was 
successful in the raking part, but, somehow or 
other, when I came to the other part of the 
business I burned down the wood-house, and 
brought the two fire engines from the village. 
‘hey broke down the fence and emptied the 
cistern, before they discovered that the fire was 
out. However, we did get thoroughly rid of 
the weeds, Then I took a rest. Finally I de- 
termined to hire a man to dig the ground, and 
to apply my gigantic mental faculties merely to 
the planting. 





I frankly admit that I do not know much 
practically about digging myself, but I’ll ven- 
ture to say that at bossing the fellow who does 
the digging, there isn’t my equal to be found 
from the spot, where the placid Piscataqua 
slides into the ocean to that river—1 forget its 
name—where Americans stand on one side and 
Mexicans on the other and shake their fists at 
each other. I took a rocking-chair, a jug of 
ice-water, a cigar, a sun umbrella and a novel, 
and located myself where I could watch my 
digger. If he did not earn his bread on that 
occasion by the perspiration of his forehead, 
it was because he was hide-bound. 

The ground having been dug up I entered 
at once upon the planting business. Now the 
truth is that I have never learned even the ele- 
mentary principles of farming. I know a bean 
from a pea, because I have seen them on the 
table; but I had a real old-fashioned row with 
the seedsman, because he sent me peas for 
planting without the pods. I told him frankly 
that I did not wish to raise podless peas. How- 
ever, he finally convinced me that he under- 
stood his business. I am not obstinate when 
I am wrong, although I very seldom am wrong 
in my views. 

Planting is comparatively easy work, when 
you know nothing about it. Ignorance gives 
you asort of calm complacency, I was troubled, 
however, about the beans. ‘The natural intel- 
lect teaches one to plant a bean with the sprout- 
ing side pomting to thesky. 1 had read, how- 
ever, that beans are like lazy people in that 
they always turn over before they get up. If 
that yarn is true, of course all beans, planted 
with their sprouting side upward, will turn over 
and start on atrip to China. Now, I sympa- 
thize with the poor Chinese, but I do not wish 
to plant beans for their benefit. However, as 
I was not entirely certain about the matter, I 
split the difference and planted half my beans 
aimed at China, and the other half pointing 
skyward, 

I did make a great mistake in the .matter of 
small seeds, Somehow I managed to plant in 
the flower garden grass and cabbage seed, and 
I filled the croquet lawn with turnip seeds. Of 
course that mistake was not apparent at once, 
but a husbandman’s work differs from a doc- 
tor’s, for, though both are put under ground, 
the husbandman’s comes up and betrays him. 
When Mrs. Lot found that the croquet lawn 
had been filled with turnips, she almost burst 
into tears, and when the flower garden pre- 
sented a charming crop of grass and cabbage 
she called me a well, a name which my 
descendants will never adopt as a family one. 

Before the summer came to an end, it be- 
came apparent that some other mistakes had, 
in some mysterious manner, crept into my gar- 
dening. ‘The peas appeared to be planted in 
hills so that one could hardly decently brush 
them. Each kernel of corn had been planted 
by itself, and so each stalk was necessarily pro- 
vided with a separate hill. Only one half of 
the beans came up, but, I give you my word, 
I don’t know which half. I hope the China- 
man, who obtained the other half, enjoyed 
them. I tried to settle that question. I wrote 
to our minister in China to visit the spot di- 
rectly under our garden and investigate the 
matter. I haven’t heard from him yet, and I 
am not sure that he will comply with my re- 
quest; for our public servants have a disgrace- 
ful way of neglecting public duties. 

There’s a curious thing about husbandry 
which I learned during that summer. You 
plant carrots, or turnips, or beans, and the odds 
are ten to one that you will raise more weeds 
than vegetables. Some day, when I can find 
the leisure time, I’ll look into that matter and 
find out the whys and wherefores. Off-hand 
no probable explanation comes to me. - It 
seems to be accepted by everybody as a mat- 








ter of course. Ifa farmer should plant turnips, 
he would be much surprised to see turnips and 
beets come up; but he is not in the least sur- 
prised to observe turnips and weeds peeping 
up above the surface of the ground. That is a 
question well worth looking into, and, if our 
agricultural bureau would only abandon tea- 
culture and look into this weed business, fewer 
of its reports would find their way to the old- 
paper dealers. 

I don’t know that I would trouble myself 
about that matter, if it were not that there 
seems to be an intimate relationship between 
weeds and the hoe. Now, I'll bet any reason- 
able amount that more perspiration can be per- 
suaded out of a man by means of a hoe than 
by any other known thing except a Turkish 
bath. Personally I think the Indian, who, hav- 
ing been presented with a hoe, tied it around 
his neck as an ornament, was a very intelligent 
fellow. I know no better use to which a hoe 
can be put, 

However, under my supervision, the garden 
gradually assumed the appearance of a nursery 
for weeds. Then, fortunately for my reserve 
fund of perspiration, but unfortunately for my 
pocket-book, Mrs. Lot took the matter in hand, 
and hired a man to look after the garden. 
During the rest of the summer I sat on the 
back-stoop, and did my hoeing and perspiring 
by proxy. I think rural pursuits are too many 
for me, and that, if I should ever meet with 
financial misfortunes, there is no place where I 
would find more difficult to earn my salt than 
a farm, 








THERE was the usual harmonic combination 
of Louis XIV. chairs, Persian rugs and Queen 
Anne architecture, and Angelina exclaimed, as 
a swarthy, black-eyed lad came up the path: 
“What a charming contrast to our esthetic 
surroundings!—a genuine Italian boy; speak to 
hin, Horatio.” And Horatio asked, “* Parlate 
Italiano?” And the boy said, in soft liquid 
Tuscan, ‘‘ What are yer givin’ us, boss? Do 
yer wanter buy any peanuts, sa-ay ?”—A//a 


California, 


A FRENCH paper has a story of the Czar sus- 
pecting his bath was poisoned, and plunging 
the man who prepared it in the water, from the 
effect of which he died. Most Frenchmen 
could easily believe a bath to be dangerous to 
life, without much stretch of the imagination. 
-— Boston Commercial Bulletin. 


‘*O wap some power the giftie gie us to see 
oursels as others see us!” ‘This has been reme- 
died by a New York hatter, who puts a smail 
mirror in each hat.—Puck, Is this an intima- 
tion that New York people have eyes in the top 
of their heads ?— Boston Commercial Bulletin, 


THE Chicago /néer-Ocean advises its readers 
to sleep in the lock-up rather than the hotels at 
Long Branch, ‘This advice to Chicagoans is 
unnecessary.— Boston Post, 


Tue cats are having their nights, but the dogs 
wear a patient smile; their days will soon be 
here.— Detroit Chaff. 


Physicians of all Schools use and recommend Hop 
Bitters; take their advice. 


FINE SILK HATS, $3.20; worth $5.00; DERBIES, 
$1.90; worth $3.00. 15 New Church Street, up Stairs. 


BABIES OF MAUMEE, 

Potatoes they grew small, 

And they ate them tops and all 
In Maumee; 

The babies kicked and squal ed 

And mothers spanked them all 
In Maumee; 

CasTORIA’s cured them all, 

No babies now that bawl 
In Maumee. 


ROSS’S ROYAL BELFAST GINGER ALE, 
ORIGINAL IMPORTED. 
SaresT DRINK IN HOT WEATHER, NON INTOXICATING. 
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STRAITON & STORM’S 


LATEST 


Ropal Owl Seqars 


The finest they have ever produced. 


Royal Owl. Cigarettes, 


ALL HAVA A TOBACCO, 


FREE FROM ALL ADULTERATIONS, AND GUARAN- 
TEED AS FINE AS CAN BE MADE FROM TOBACCO. 


Smokers will find the Ow. Havana CiGaretrss Pure Rice 
Paper Wrappers, the best of the kind offered for sale. 





DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess. 
162 W. 23rd St., bet. 6th & 7th Aves.. N. Y. 





Pw th. 


THE SEVEN STAGES OF A!STHETICISM. 
[Zxtract from ‘As we don't like it.” | 
All the world’s esthetic, 
And all the men and women merely esthetes; 
They have their yearnings and their ecstasies; 
And each man in his time-plays many parts, 
His acts being seven stages. First, the Phil- 
istine, 
Sneering at Art’s high transcendental charms; 
And next the clinging pupil, with his lily 
And elongated chin, gliding like snake 
To study in the school. ‘hen the Acolyte, 
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful sonnet 
Made toa dado. Then, the full-fledzed Poet, 
Full of strange whims, long-haired as Absalom, 
Jealous of fame, profuse of attitude, 
Seeking the bubble reputation 
E’en at the teapot’s spout. Then, the Pro- 
fessor, 
With bilious mien and clothes not wisely cut, 
His monologues quite too idealized, 
Bursting with Culture and the Infinite; 
And so he plays his part. ‘The sixth stage 
shifts 
Into the lank and velvet-suited Humbug, 
With nippers on his nose, and tuft on chin; 
His mystic style, well saved, a world too wide 
For his shrunk audience; while his croaky voice, 
Striving again to rouse to rapture, seems 
But senseless in its sound. Last scene of all, 
That ends this strange, eventful history, 
Is utter idiocy and mere oblivion, . 
Sans mind, sans taste, sans Art, sans every- 
thing. — Funny Folks. 


Tue Atlanta Constiution thinks the $2,000 at 
Albany, which is now without an owner, should 
be invested in liver pads for the benefit of the 
discoverers of the comet. 

Ir rains three times as often in Ireland.as it 
does in Italy. ‘This shows the wonderful work- 
ings of the atmosphere. ‘l'hey need three times 
as much in Ireland, to mix their whisky.—Od 
City Derrick, 








A Healthy State. 

People are constantly changing their homes from East to West 
and from North to South or wice versa, in search of a healthy 
State. If they would learn to be contented, and to use the cel - 
brated Kidney-Wort when sick they would be much better off.— 
Translated from the New Yorker Zeitung. 





Hub Punch an Article of Merit. 


Composed of the best materials, and made after the formula of 
a well-known epicure. 


NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS, 








To insure prompt attention, Advertisers will please 
hand in their copy for new announcements or alterations 
at least one week ahead of the issue in which they are 
to appear. PUBLISHERS « PUCK.” 

LYONS’ UMBRELLAS 


Arg STAMPED ‘“‘ Lyon, Maker,’ AND ARE ONLY For SALE By 
First-CLass Deacers. 








$72 A WEEK. $12 day at home easily made. Costly outfit 
free. Address ‘I rus & Co., Augusta, Maine. 


GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878. 
BAKER’S 


Breakfast Cocoa. 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Oocoa, from which the excess 
of oil has been removed. It is a 
delicious drink, nourishing and 
strengthening; easily digested; 
admirably adapted for invalids 
as well as persons in health, 

Sold by Grocers everywhere. 
W. BAKER & CO, 
Dorchester, Mass. 


Third Edition : 


PUCK ON WHEELS 


Price, 25 Cents. 














JACOBS Ol 
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GERMAN REMEDY 
RHEUMATISM, 


Neuralgia, Sciatica, Lumbago, 


Backache, Soreness of the Chest, Gout, 
Quinsy, Sore Throat, Swellings and 
Sprains, Burns and Scalds, 
General Bodily Pains, 


Tooth, Ear and Headache, Frosted Feet 
and Ears, and all other Pains 
and Aches. 


No Preparation on earth equals St. Jacobs OIL as 
a au fe sure, simple and cheap External Remedy. 
A trial entails but the comparatively — outlay 
of 50 Cents, and every one suffering with pain 
can have cheap and positive proof of its claims. 


Directions in Eleven Languages. 


SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS AND DEALERS IN 
MEDICINE, 


A.VOGELER & CO., 


Baltimore, Md., U. 8. 4 


EPPS’S COCOA. 
GRATEFUL—COMFORTING. 


‘* By a thorough knowledge of the natural laws which govern 
cke operations of digestion and nutrition, and by a careful appli- 
pa.ion of the fine properties of well-selected cocoa, Mr. Epps has 
wrovided our breakfast-tables with a delicately flavored beverage 
which may save us many heavy doctors’ bills — It is by the judici- 
ous use of such articles of diet that a constitution may be grad- 
ually built up until strong enough to resist every tendency to di- 
sease. Hundreds of subtle maladies are floating around us ready 
to attack whereever there is a weak point. We may escape many 
a fatal shaft by keeping ourselves well fortified with pure blood 
and a properly camila frame.— Civil Service Gazette. 

old only in soldered tins, half and pound, labelled 


JAMES EPPS & CO., 
Homeceopathic Chemists, London, England. 


THE LIGHT-RUNNING 


The latest improvement in Sewing Machines, combining extreme 
simplicity with great strength and durability. 
oted for fine workmanship and excellence of production. 
Does not fatigue the operator 
Send for a set of our new CHROMO CARDS. 


JOHNSON, CLARK & CO., 
30 Union Square, New York; or Orange, Mass. 











Established 1838. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


Importers, Manufacturers and Dealers in 
* Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry, 
Solid Silver & Plated Wares, 
363 CANAL STREET, 
Bet. S. 5th Ave. & Wooster St., New York, 
Bargains in every department. 

American Watches, $7. Stem Winders, $12. 
Solid 14 k. Gold American Stem Winder, $50. 
& Diamond Studs, $10 and upwards. Wedding 
Rings, $and upwards. The iargest assortment of 
8 Jewelry at lowest prices. Repairing of every de- 
scription neatly executed. Goods sent C. O, D to 
any part of the U.S. New Ilustrated Price List. 


coL BIA BICYCLE. 


The Bicycle has proved itself to be a perma- 


















nent, practical road vehicle, and the number WP 
in daily use is rapidly increasing. Professional A\ | VL 
and business men, seekers after health or pleas- RS wy WA 
ure, all join in bearing witness to its merits. cA Ke) 
Send 3c. stamp for catalogue with price list iN Si ’ 
THE POPE WF°G CO., 4 AS 
46 Summer St., Boston, Mass. : 
CANVASSERS Make from $25 to $5 per week selling 
goods for E.G. RIDEOUT & CO., 10 Barclay Street, New 
York. Send for Catalogue and terms. 









































A pollinaris 
“THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS.” 


British Medical Fournal. 


“ Pure, Wholesome, Pleasant, and 
Effervescent.” 
Prof. T. L. Brunton, M.D., F.R.S., London, Eng. 
ANNUAL SALE, 9 MILLIONS. 
Of all Grocers, Druggists, and Mineral Water Dealers. 
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 





NGOSTUR! 





BITTERS. 


BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 
An excellent appetizing tonic of 
BH exquisite flavor, now used over 
the whole world, cures Dyspep- 
sia, Diarrhea, Fever and Ague, 
and ali disorders of the Digestive 
Organs. A few drops impart a 
delicious flavor to a giass of cham- 
agne, and to all summer drinks. 
pi it, but beware of counterfeits. 
your grocer or druggist for 
the ae —— manufactured 
) Re G. B. SLEGERT & 
SONS. 


J. W. EANOOX, Sole Ag’t 


AmgosTUus Drrrens 51 Broadway, N.Y. 
















Anheuser-Busch Brewine-Assoc'l. 


ST. LOUIS, Mo. 

We are now receiving daily shipments of this Brewery’s 
celebrated Beer which is finding so much favor at the Metropolitan 
Concert Hall, and in all places where it is sold. Dealers who 
wish to keep it will please apply to 


A.C. L. & 0. MEYER, Sole Agents, 
49 Broad Street, NEW YORK. 


FRASH & CO. 


10 Barclay St., New York. 


CHAMPAGNE, 


“Continental” Brand. 








In cases, quarts.. ccccce coccccc PSD 

sae PIM... cee cccccccesecccces 00 

** cocktails, 100 bottles.... ........$7.00 
A suitable discount to the trade. 


TEN CENTS: A GLASS. 


Cheguape Pavillon at Coane Island, 
ite New Iron 
West poe 8 Beach Hotel. as 


ock, Claret, Sherry 
and eyes eta 


KARL HUTTER’S 
Patent Lightning 


Bottle Stoppers 


Also a Full Assortment of 
LAGER AND WEISS BEER. 
WINE AND BRANDY BOTTLES. 
Speci1aL ATTENTION Patp To Orpers W1tH NAME 
Brown In Tue Bortves. 

A Large Selection Of Bottler’s Supplies, 
KARL HUTTER, 


185 Bowery, New York. 



















JAM ES M. BELL & Cco., 
31 Broadway, New York. 
Price, Per Case, (One Dozen).................++ $6.00 
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WE have been out on the briny deep after 
fish, and the Hawkeye distinguished itself as 
usually. The Jester caught the first fish. And 
it was the only fish of that kind taken all day. 

We went out after cod-fish. It is a pleasant 
fish to catch, Catching cod-fish is like draw- 
ing water with a rope and bucket. It is a very 
gamey fish; after it is cured for the western 
market. Limburger cheese isn’t much gamier. 
It keeps up a perennial smell that grows stronger 
and more decided as the years creep slowly by, 
Lorena. When the Spring time comes, gentle 
Annie, the old cod-fish that hangs on a nail 
away back in the darkest corner of the cellar, 
discounts the noisy onions piled up on the mid- 
dle of the floor, and then it does n’t half try. 
The dryer it gets the louder it grows. You 
must be blind if you couldn’t hear the flavor 
of a two-year-old cod-fish 

But when he is new, he is quiet, and you 
miss thé old familiar bouquet. When you go 
for cod-fish, you must first get your herring, for 
bait. We approached a lone fisherman for this 
purpose, and besought him that he would lend 
us a few herring. But he was n’t doing a dis- 
count business then, and said he had only a 
few—oh, such a very, very few. 

“Well, could n’t you let us have three or 
four ?” 

But he shook his head sadly, as one who 
should say he only had four or five. 

Then we shouted and cried aloud and said 
unto the lone fisherman: 

‘*Lo, here is twenty-five cents, but what is 
that to you? Will you see us die for want of 
three small herring ?” 

And the lone fisherman dropped his line and 
made a reach for that quarter even as a drown- 
ing man reaches for a crowbar, and spake with 
great alacrity: 

“Oh, yes, I have just about a quarter’s 
worth.” And he gave us a peck. 

The sinker on the cod-line is a piece of lead 
about the size and shape of a corn-cob, and it 
weighs as much as an old-fashioned family 
Bible. You fish very close to the bottom, five 
feet or so from it; and the only labor involved 
is hauling -up that deep sea sounding appara- 
tus at the end of your line. When you catch a 
cod-fish, it does n’t add to the weight at all. 
Oh, no; the cod helps you to pull that sinker 
up to the surface, and that makes your load 
lighter. ‘That’s the way you know when you 
have a fish on. That’s just how gamey the cod 
is.— Burdette in Hawkeve. 








[Rural New Yorker.) . 

The best people will vote for the best man every time. 
And we judge by the number of the St. Jacobs Oil con- 
stituency, that it is the best remedy for rheumatism known. 
Prof. Tice, of St. Louis, among others, says so. 


CarlHSchultzs 


Carbonie. 
Selters§ Vichy. 


860 BROADWAY, N. Y. 


The Three Standard Table Waters. 


Highly Sparkling and Absolutely Pure. 

Unsurpass: das Diluents for Wines and Liquors. 

The Favorite Table Drink of a Host of Families 
including Over Two Hundred of the Principal 
Physicians. 

For Sale in all Hotels, Clubs, Wine Rooms and 
Drug Stores, 

Shipped in Boxes of 50 Large Bottles to all 
Parts of the Country. 





CLEAR ¥ MIXED 


Cooled on Ice, With Fine Ice, 


ADELICIOUS DRINK 


(Pure and Wholesome) 


For use in Pameiseere, Hotels, 
Clabs, Picnics, Partie es, ete, 


HUB PUNGE 


READY ON OPENING, 


The thing needed in wine cellars. 


Delightful as an after-dinner 
Cordial, and a refreshing Bev- 
erage when mixed with Water, 
|) Soda, Lemonade, Cold Tea, 
Milk, ete. 


** Like nectar.’’— Boston Courter. 
** Delicious.’’— Boston Transcript. 
“Invaluable for a little treat. 
Many lack the savorr /atre to brew Punch. 
Hub Punch is indispensable wherever 
known.” —Sfirit of the Times, N.Y. 





Hub Punch owes its Popularity to the pur- 
ity and exquisite flavor of its components. 
The delicious, cooling juice of selected Limes 
and Lemons united as eae ingredients 
with Choice Imported Liquors in this de- 
lightful article, imparts a tonic quality, 
highly approved by physicians. 


CAUTION .— The Wide Popularity of HUB PUNCH has 
to the appearance of infertor imitations composed of chee ap, 
deleterious material, and utterly unworthy of patronage. Reject 
these and see that you oltain the genuine, with the name of 
‘THE HUB PUNCH REG ISTERED" — lown in the _—, 
also the name of the proprictors under the capsule over the cor 
of each bottle. All infringements will be promptly prosecuted 





Sold by Grocers, Wine Merchants and Drugzgists. 
C. H. GRAVES & SONS, Prop’s, Boston, Mass. 





“rhe America” 


EXTRA DRY CHAMPAGNE. 





A. Werner & Co., 


308 Broadway, New York. 


P gPpEcr BRE py, ep 
Cor. 11th & Oxford Sts., a 


4 PHILADELPHIA. 


S ; ened yn a é. 
BS TN 
Is especially saapiea or —~SOp 
Bottling and Export, 


D. G. YUENGLING, JR.’S 


EXTRA FINE 


DOUBLE BEER 


competes with the best of Imported Brands, 


BREWERY, 
NEWLY BUILT, WITH ALL ane MODERN IMPROVE 


Cor. 128th St. and 10th Ave., N.Y. 








got 
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JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 


STEEL PENS 


o.oBr ALL DEALERS THRouGHOUT THEWORLO 
GOLOMEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-1878. 
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No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, . 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 
No. 212 BROADWAY, 
Corner Fulton Street. 


STYLES ARE CORRECT!! 





Agents for the sale of these remarkable }-¥_AQA"¥"*&¥ can be found in every city in the U.S. 


KNOX, 


WORLD RENOWNED 


THE HATTER'S 


ENGLISH HATS, 
‘‘Martin’s” Umbrellas. 
‘‘DENTS” GLOVES. 
Foreign Novelties. 


QUALITY—THE BEST!!“™ 











ow! 
Soran %,, 


‘sHont BAND 


BEAD oe 
+CUFFS: 
ALWAYS GIVE 


SATISFACTION 
‘THEBESTMADE | 


KEEPS SHIRTS 


ALWAYS THE BEST. 

















KEEP’S PATENT PARTLY MADE SHIRTS, 


6 for $6; omy finished. 
HEEP’S cusToMm SHIR'TS, Perfect Fitting, to mea- 
sure, 6 for $9. 

The best assortment of FANCY SHIRTINGS in French 
Penangs and Scotch Cheviots to be found in the city. 

UNDERWEAR in Gauze, Gossamer and Summer Merino; 
JEAN DRAWERS, best quality, pietaee twilled.) 

LISLE THREAD GLO S (best emnosted, at lowest 

ces; COLLARS, CUFFS, HANDK ERCHIEFS, 
HOSIERY, NECKWEAR, JEWELRY, UMBREL- 

AS, &c. 


EzZocop Manufacturing 
341 FULTON ST., BROOKLYN. 
637 & 1198 BROADWAY, and 80 NASSAU ST., N. Y. 


WM. NEELY. 


BOOTS .A SHOES 


348 Bowery, Cor. Great Jones St. 
WHOLESALE HOUSE, CORNER CHURCH AND DUANE STREETS. 
A full line of E. C. Burt’s Fine Shoes. 
gf Ail Goods marked in Plain Figures. -@n 


_A.WEIDMANN 2 CO., 


306 Broadway, cor. Duane St., 


Importers of 


COSTUMERS MATERIALS 


Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles, etc. 


A complete assortment of 


MASH S. 


Manufacturers of the patented** Humpty Dumpty” Face. 
Sample lots of Masks for the trade, comprising the most de- 
sireable styls, from five Dollars upwards. 


M. H. MOSES & Co., 


75, '77, '79 & 81 VESEY ST. 
TEAS, COFFEES, 
FANCY AND STAPLE 
GROCERIES. 


SEND FOR PRICE-LIST. 


JOSEPH C. TODD, 
“BNGINEER AND MACH INnNisT 
Sole Manufacturer of the 


Sew Baxter Patent Portable Steam Engine. 


These engines are admirably adapted to all kinds of light power 
for driving printing presses, pumping water, sawing wood, grind- 
ing coffee, ginning cotton, and all kinds of agricultura and 
mechanical purposes. 

Send for descriptive circular. Address 

>. TODD, Paterson, N. J., or 10 Barclay St., New York 





So., 














BEEN AWAY. 
* Hello! Is that you?” 
‘© Ves,” 
“ Been off on a vacation ?” 
“Ves.” 
‘Feel better ?”’ 
“cc No.” 
‘* Gain any flesh ?” 
“No.” 
‘Tent out ?” 
*t No,” 
‘*Go fishing ?” 
‘“ No.” 
** Did you sail or row ?” 
«* No,” 
** Nice at the hotel ?” 
**'No.” 
“Go in swimming ?” 
*¢ No.” 


‘* What did you do ?” 

‘* Nothing.” 

“What did you go for ?”’ 

**T dunno.” —Defroit Free Press. 


THE latest dodge to introduce a pin in the 
market is through the medium of a ghost in 
South Baltimore. The ghost drops new pins 
through the ceiling, and appears in sections to 
the occupants of the house. It is supposed to 
be a spirit of a man who was killed for making 
a joke about never seeing a “‘ pin-a-fore,” and 
even in the spirit land the unlaid phantom 
struggles to show the point of the joke to the 
unlucky inmates of the house.— Baltimore Every 
Saturday, 





Haunted Me. 

A workingman says: ‘‘ Debt, poverty and suffering haunted 
me for years caused by a sick family and large bills for doctoring 
which did no good. I was completely discouraged, until one year 
ago, by the idvice of my pastor, I procured Hop Bitters and 
commenced their use, and in one month we were all well, 
and none of us have been sick a day since; and I want to say to 
all poor men, you can keep your families well a year with Hop 
Bitters for less than one doctor’s visit will cost.’”’— Christian Ad- 
vocate. 





Ten drops of Angostura Bitters impart a delicious flavor 
to all cold drinks and prevent all Summer Diseases. Try it and 
you will never be without it, but be sure to get the world-renowned 
Angostura manufactured only by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS. 


CHEW! CHEW! 





GOLD COIN TOBACCO, 


New York Legislature Beaten! 


UNIVERSALSATISFACTION FOUND 
FOR THE PFOPLE. 
Dunks Noiseless Steel Spring Bed oes 


The Business. 
NO POLITICAL STRIFE, SOLID COMFORT 
FOUND AT HOME. 


Dunks Noiseless Beds 


ARE SOLD BY ALL FURNITURE DEALERS. 


Office and Warerooms: 246 CANAL STREET, 
New York City. 


Plumber and Practical 
AILEY Sanitary Engineer, 
8 10th Avenue, cor. 15ist St., N. % 


> es 18 useful stops, 5 sets reeds 
th td Ss y $65. Pianos, $125 up. 
Ins. Cat 




















any SUFFERING recoxcars 
Who honestly desire Relief, I can furnish means of 
Permanent and Positive Cure, 


Rev. T. P. Ouites nemeties are the outgrowth of 
his own canoe’ enc first_ obeyed the injunction 
“Physician heal Seytit. ” His Weatunent is the only 
known means of permanent cure.— apes 
Home Treatment. Thousands V4 reat monials, — 














» FREE. anton BEATTY, Washington, N. J. 
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new Stylographic Pen Gus | mted), having the 
+ intere — een le. oink, on, is the very 
poorovement. ES RAPHIC PEN CO., 


roadway, New Yorks oGnaa for circular. 





The Greatest Healing Agent and 


Pain Conqueror in the World. 








"op ‘82108 PIO ‘8100TR ‘SUOTOA ‘SUs0D 
‘guolTUung ‘Solid ‘UISTJUUINOYY svanp 








able medicinal properties in all cases of Bowe] complaints; 
a sure specific against Dyspepsia. Fever and Ague, &c. A 
fine cordial jn itself, if taken pure. Itis also most exc: llent 
for mixing with other cordials, wines, &c. Comparatively 
the cheapest Bitters in existence 


Bewnre of Counterfeits and Imitations! 


BOKER’S BITTERS. 


‘Phe best Stomach Bitters known, containing most valu- 





L. FUNKE, Jr., Sole Agent, P. 0. Box 1029, 78 John St... Y. | 








PERMANENTLY CURES 


KIDNEY DISEASES, 
LIVER COMPLAINTS, 
Constipation — — 
ape phe. 
cw rs) 
eapen Ris oP eS hae, Vesa, “Ei 
suffering trom T After sixteen years 0! 
suffe m aud Costiveness it com- 
pletely cured me.” 


C.F. Mogabon, ‘of Berkshire “One pack- 
a 1 as done = for me ob gne i 60 com etely cur- 


ott WHY? 


Because it acts on the LIVER, Sogo 
and KIDNEYS at the same time. 
Because it cleanses the system cf the poison- 
ous humors that develope in Kidney and Uri- 
nary Diseases, Diliousness, Jaundice, Consti- 
pation, Piles, or in Rheumatism, Neuralgia 
. Nervous Disorders and Female Complaints. 
tart is nee in De Bi. stable yt in 
of snodictne, Also in Tiquia Form very Con- 
contented for those that cannot pre- 
(lt acts with equal efficiency in either form. 
GET IT AT THE DRUGGISTS. PRICE, $1.00 
WELLS, RICHARDSON & CO., Prop’s, 
.&% (Will send the dry post-paid.) BURLINGTON, VT. 


3x 





Star 


AMERICAN 


Soft Capsules. 


CHEAPEST, QUICKEST, SUREST, BEST, 
AND MOST RELIABLE SOFT CAPSULES. 
Genuine On ty IN 
Metallic Boxes, Star Stamped on Cover, with 
Blue Wrapper with Star Monogram. 

Victor E. Mauger & Petrie, 
110 Reade Street, New York. 





INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three — For particulars address with stamp to 


TAPE WORM. 


. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Marks Place, New York. 























Sa Price, 25 Cents. $5 to $20 kiiscs’stindon'& cor Beriaads suies, 
ee , 3 

- ° 

.  « 
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WEBER. 


MANUFACTURER OF 
GRAND, SQUARE and UPRIGHT 


LEAN O SS. 


Prices reasonable. Terms easy. 
WAREROOMS: 


5th Ave. and West 16th St., New York. 


FICTION, 


A WEEKLY PUBLICATION, 
CONTAINING ONLY 


STORIES. 


ORIGINAL, 
REFINED, 
ENTERTAINING. 
NO STALE OR STOLEN REPRINTS. 
NO SENSATIONAL VULGARITY. 
NO OBJECTIONABLE ADVERTISEMENTS. 
NO SMALL, TRYING TYPE. 
A PUBLICATION 


FOR TME FAMILY. 


Written by Americans for Americans. 











Each number will consist of 32 pages, printed on 
heavy white paper, in large, clean, easily 
legible type, and will contain 
INSTALLMENTS OF TWO SERIALS, 


AND 


ONE NOVELETTE, 
AND NEVER FEWER THAN 


TWO COMPLETE SHORT STORIES. 


Will Appear on or About 
ugust 15th. 


Single Numbers ie Yearly Subscription $4.00. 


PUBLISHERS: 


KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 


21 & 23 WARREN ST., N. Y. 


MANHATTAN BEACH. 


STEAMER SYLVAN GROVE, 
Connecting with 
TRAINS VIA GREENPOINT 
Leaves Pier foot of 23d St., East River, for MANHATTA 
ney wy 245» 9:45, 10:45 A. M., and half-hourly from 11:15 A. M. 
to 8:45 

Trams leave Manhattan Beach at 7:35, 10, 11:05 A. M., 12:05, 
12:30, 1:05 P. M., and 15 and 30.minutes past each hour till 8:30 
P. M., 9:05, 9:30 and 10:35 P. 

Steamers D. BR. MA TIN and MATTEAWAN, con- 
necting with trains via BAW RIDGE, leave Pier foot of 
WHI EHALL bay *g terminus of elevated roads, half-hourly from 
9:10 A. M. tog:z0 P.M. Trains leave Manhattan Beach at 8: 10, 
g:10 A. M., on 2 A from 10:10 A. M. to 10:10 P. M. 


GRAND CONCERTS BY GILMORE’S FAMOUS BAND, as- 
sisted by WALTER EMERSON, solo cornet, and other eminent 
soloists, under the direction of Mr. P. S. GILMORE, EVERY 
AFTERNOON and EVENING. 

GRAND DISPLAY OF FIRE-WORKS by the 
ALEXANDRA EXHIBITION COMPANY. under the 
superintendence of Mr. JAMES PAIN, of London, 
EVERY SATURDAY EVENING. 


AIRY-LAND AT MANHATTAN BEACH EVERY 
Tuesday and Thursday evening, weather permitting. 


IMPERIAL GERMAN MAIL 
North German Lloyd 


STEAMSHIP LINE between 


















Sailing every Saturday. 
Se -Company’s Pier, foot of Second Street, Hoboken. 
NECKAR..... Sat., August 6th | ELBE..Wednesday August 17th 
MAIN.. .Saturday, August 13th | ODER..Saturday, August 2oth 
Rates of passage from NEW YORK to SOUTHAMPTON, 
HAVRE, or BREMEN: 
First Cabin, $100; Second Cabin, $60; Steerage, $30. 
Return tickets at reduced rates. Prepaid Steerage Certificates, $28 
OELRICHS & CO., General Agents, No. 2 Bowling Green. 


Tue Rev. R. Rock, a pastor at Canton, 
Ohio, has been suspended for saying ‘‘ Damn 
it.” Yet, there were extenuating circumstances, 
for he said it to a book-agent. 

—Puck, July 2oth, 188r. 

THE Western clergyman who was suspended 
from preaching because he said “‘ damn it,” has 
been reinstated with increased pay. He made 
it appear that he was only trying to drive off a 
book-agent. 

—New York Svar, July 29th, 1881. 





BeForE sending your son to a German uni- 
versity, it might be well to furnish him with a 
supply of artificial noses. He is liable to have 
his New England pronouncer chopped off ina 
duel.— NV. ¥. Com, Advertiser. 

Etta WHEELER, “The Sweet Singer of 
Michigan,” anxiously asks: ‘“‘ What does our 
country need?” A little cooler weather, Ella 
darling, and a little less poetry.—ochestr 
Express. 

Tue ice-dealers of New York have increased 
their prices twenty-five per cent.. You cannot 
blame them, poor fellows. The crop was badly 
touched by last winter’s frosts.— Boston Tran- 
script. 


Mr. Cyrus W. FIELp is respectfully notified 
that the President of the United States is not a 
pauper, and the people can take care of him 
without any assistance from Mr. Field.— Boston 
Post, 

Sorry we objected to Depew, if that was the 
occasion of their dropping him and taking Mil- 
ler. We'd quite as lief have a railroad mono- 
polist as a boss pulp presser.—Marlboro Times, 

Ir the lady archers look anything like their 
pictures in the N. Y. Graphic, we should say it 
would be some time before they got a beau of 
their own.— Boston Commercial Bulletin, 

Cuicaco folks now have their monograms 
put on their toilet soap. And we somehow 
suspect they must be afraid of spoiling the 
monograms.— Boston Post. 





[Keading (Pa.) Times and Dispatch.] 
ART AND OIL. 

The Norfolk Virginian of January 16, 1881, refers to 
the remarkable cure effected by St. Jacobs Oil in the case 
of Prof. Cromwell—known the country over for his mag- 
nificent Art Illustrations—who had suffered excruciating 
torments from rheumatism, until he tried the Oil, whose 
effects he says were magical. 


Send one, two, three, or five del- 
lars for a — le box, by express, of 
the best Candi ies in America, pat up 
elegantly and strictly pure. Reters 
to all Chicago. Address, 


C. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison Street, Chicago. 








USE 
MORGAN'S 


HAND SAPOLI |; 


The Best Toilet and Bath Soap 
in the World. 


Removes Tan, Ink and All Stains, 
Leaving the Skin Soft and White. 
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THE ORGUINETTE 





Is THE MOST WONDERFUL , MUSIO-PRODUCING IN 
STRUMENT IN THE WORL 


IT PLAYS EVERYTHING—SACRED, SECULAR 
AND POPULAR! 


IT IS A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS, Asp — KING OF 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS 


a Pipe Organs Pianos a and Reed Organs may all be seen 

perating mechanically as Orguirettes, Musical Cabinets, and 

Cabinettos, at the most novel and interesting music warerooms 
in the world. 


No. 831 Broadway, 
Between 12th and 13th Sts., NEW YORK. 


THE MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE Co. 


SoleManufacturers and Patentees. a@e- Send for Cirealar. 


DECKER'S 


POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warranted npeter 
to all others, and sold at low prices and on easy terms. 
Good second had tables always on hand. 


WAREROOMS, 726 BROADWAY,.NEW YORK. 











$66 a week in your own town. Terms and $5. Outfit Free. 
Address, H. Hatrett & Co., Portland, Maine. 


“JOST OUT.” 


BOOK OF INSTRUCTION 
IN THE USE OF 


INDIAN CLUBS, 
DUMB.-BELLS, 


And other exercises. Also in the Games of 


QUOITS, ARCHERY. ETC. 


Fully iliustrated, bound In cloth. erice 2 
ents: SENT TO ANY PART OF THE U. 
IN THE RECEIPT OF 30c POSTAGE STAMPS 


M. BORNSTEIN, Publisher, 
1S Ann St. New York. 


H. WALDSTEIN, 


EXPERT OPTICIAN, 


41 Union Square, New York 
Eves Fittep with Suitasre GLassss. Consultation, i inquir 
and correspondence solicited from those whose sight is impaired. 
Frecp, MarinE, Opera and Tourists Grasses of superior 
quality, and a choice assortment of Orricat Goons at moderate 
prices. Artifical Human Eyes, Send for Catalogue. 


DO YOUR OWN PRINTING 


Over 3,000 styles of type” Catalogue end 
ver styles of ty a! e 
reduced price list = _ 


H. HOOVER, Phila., Pa, 
Co. WEIS, 


Manufacturer of 
Meerschaum Pipes, 
SMOKERS’ ARTICLES, &o., 
Wholesule and Retail. Repairing done. Circular free. 
399 Broadway, New York. 
Factories: No. 69 Walker Street and Vienna. 


All Gold, Chromo and Lithographed Cards. (No 2 Alike, 
O Nam On, roc. Ciinton Bros, Clintonville, Conn. 


THE MOST POPULAR IN USE. 
OF N a Nos.: 048, 14, 130, 333, 161. 
For SALE BY ALL Srariowsns. 
ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN CO., 


Works, Camden, N.J. 26 John St., New York. 


NICOLL The Tailor, 


620 Broadway, near Houston Street, 


AND 
189 to 151 Bowery, New York. 
Pants to order...... ....... $4. to $10. 
Suits to order.............. $15. to $40. 
Spring Over Coats from $15.00 up. 


Samples with instructions for SELF-MEASURKEMENT sent free to 
every part of the United States. 





















First Prize Medal, 
Vienna, 1873. 





















































OFFICE OF “PUCK"23 WARREN ST.NEW YORK. 
MAYER, MERKEL & OTTMANN, LITH. 23-25 WARREN ST. NY. 








